


“Who gets angriest when they find 
out their brother has been killed? 
The person in the family who was 
meanest to the brother while he was 
alive.”—Page 12 
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Liar Liar Pants on Fire 


hy do people on the witness stand lie about stuff 
that doesn’t even matter? 

“Isn’t it true, Mr. Mossfelt, that before you iden- 
tified this man as the thief, you were complaining 
that your contact lenses were dirty?” 

And all Mr. Mossfelt has to do is say, “Yeah, they 
were dirty.” And then later pos 
he can say, “But they weren't 
that dirty. I could stillsee the 
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guy. 

But instead he says, “I 
don’t recall.” 

And so the lawyer says, 
“You don’t recall whether 
your contacts were dirty, or 
you don’t recall saying they 
were dirty?” 

And Mr. Mossfelt says, 
“I don’t think they were 
dirty.” 

Sothe lawyer says, “Your 
testimony today is that your 
contacts were not dirty and 
you did not tell Anthony 
Verrazano that they were 
dirty, is that correct?” 

And Mossfelt goes, “I 
don’t remember what I told 
Anthony Verrazano.” 

And by this time the jury 
is going, “What is this guy trying to hide?” 

Or you see the same thing when somebody just 
plain remembers it wrong. And so he remembers it 
one way on May 30th and another way on June 30th 
and another way on July 30th, and so the lawyer 
says, “Would you say your memory was better today, 
or three months ago, right after the event occurred?” 

And they won't answer this question. They'll say 
anything to make the jury think that whatever they 
remember today is exactly the truth. When all they 
have to say is, “Well, the details are probly better 
back three months ago, but the gist of itis the same.” 

Or they could even say, “You know what? You're 





right! I did say something different the first time you 
asked me. I’ll be horse-whipped if I didn’t.” 
The worst one I ever saw was during that recent 


_case of the schizophrenic homeless man who knifed 


to death a retired Rockette dancer on the streets of 
New York. One of the prime witnesses was a lady 


Body of Evidence/Body Heat homage-a-ripoff, Blondes Have More 
Guns. 


who wrote all these notes down in her diary—notes 
like “They found the guy who did it.” And the defense 
attorney was trying to prove that she later identified 
the homeless man because the police told her he was 
“the guy who did it.” And so the question was, “Were 
you attempting to be accurate when you wrote that 
in your diary?” 

And her answer was, “I wasn’t attempting to be 
accurate or inaccurate.” 

And then, when the attorney kept hammering 
on her to tell us exactly what that means, the lady 
was practically in tears, but she would never admit 
that she did just exactly the same thing anybody 


would do. Which is: She assumed the cops 
arrested the guy who did it. Later on she 
went down to the station, took a look at him 
in a lineup, and said, “Yep, that is the guy 
who did it.” She confirmed it. 

But instead she makes herself look like 
a liar, cause she’s fighting the cross-exam- 
iner on something that doesn’t make a flip’s 
worth of difference. 

Why do people do this? 

Somebody gimme an explanation, cause 
I’m fresh out. 

Speaking of quaint American traditions, 
I think we’re finally nearing the end of the 
erotic-thriller onslaught. After approxi- 
mately 17,000 erotic thrillers in the last five 
years, we now have Blondes Have More 
Guns, a slapstick version of Basic Instinct 
that’s so goofy it’s like watching Abbott and 
Costello Meet the Mummy. You wanna scream, “Okay! 
Okay! We get it! It’s over! Enough already! Either 
stop making these movies or just kill me now!” 

This is one of those Top Secret-type flicks where 
the police captain says, “We’re placing her under 
surveillance.” Cut to a knight in armor walking 
through the police station, with cops saying, “Good 
luck, Sir Valence.” 
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The famous pantyhose scene, inspired by the early 
work of Francois Truffaut. 


Then there’s the scene where a security guard 
sees something happening on his monitor, pulls out 
his pistol and screams “Cover me!” And a cop throws 
a blanket over him. 

You get the idea? Cheap puns. Huge-breasted 
women. Dinner forks through the eyeball. Sharon 
Stone cross-your-legs impersonations. Disgusting 
bathroom humor. 

I loved it. 

Gloria Lusiak is the woman who likes to get 
nekkid and sex men to death while drilling them 
with a plug-in chainsaw. Michael McGaharn is the 
dimwit cop who can’t decide whether to sleep with 
her or her twin sister. And George Merriweather is 
the shameless producer/writer/director who filled 
this thing with so many one-liners it’s almost impos- 
sible to describe. There is literally at least one gag 
every five seconds. Not since The Groove Tube have 
we had a movie this mindless, this senseless, this 
gross, this disgusting, with this much gratuitous 
nudity. The man’s a genius. 

Absolutely no plot to get in the way of the story. 

Twenty-one dead bodies. Sixteen breasts. Three 
buckets of gooey discolored stage blood. Multiple 
aardvarking. Diet cola guzzling. One motor vehicle 
chase, with grenade. Multiple coke-sniffing. Pizza 
sex. Candelabra sex. Multiple cross-dressing. Gratu- 
itous Don Woo infomercial. Gratuitous guy in a 
bunny suit. Upchuck Fu. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Gloria Lusiak, as husband-killer 
Montana Bever-Schotz, whose husband auctions 
her off, Demi Moore-style, for $68.52; Michael 
McGaharn, as the oversexed cop who says “We were 
heating up like two poodles in a microwave”; and 
George Merriweather, for cramming Basic Instinct, 
Indecent Proposal, Body Heat and Body of Evidence 
into the same spoof, and spending at least fifty bucks 
on the movie. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Dinosaur Is- 
land babe 
Deborah Dutch 
not only starred in 
but produced the 
feature Vampi- 
ress: Lady of the 
Night. “I had su- 
pernatural pow- 
ers. For one scene, 

I morphed into a 
vampire and had 
supernatural sex. 
The story required 
me to fuck the 
leading man to 
death!” No wonder 
she raised the 
money for this flick. 

B star Bill Kealey got in 
over his head while shooting di- 
rector Paul Talbot’s carnival 
caper, Freakshow. “I was buried 
in dirt from the neck down,” 
winced the actor. “One guy got 
crazy with the shovel and 
slammed the spade into the 
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a Jennifer Runyon. Two stars. 


— cond feature: pote Fear: ‘Nine actors wander around 












Debbie Rochon 


_ September 9 o Carnosaur: Bit Corman’ Ss low-budget 


cans op oe fon slang all Nevada eae iin aa over into 
Utah are Raphael Sbarge, a drunken chain-smoking security 
- guard, and his blonde New Age mystic ecoligy conpaiaus girl- 


s chen dandieg in the rail disene graves, ee . 
—— tunnels, and. oe picked off c one by one ee 


Killer Sex 


ground. I immedi- 
ately informed 
him that my leg 
was what stopped 
the metal that 
time, and to please 
be careful.” And 
they say there’s no 
room for subtlety 


Freakshow co- 
star and Joe Bob’s 
favorite leather- 
faced thespian 
Gunnar Hansen 
reflects on his 
Chainsaw days: “I 
askedTobe Hooper 
how we were going to shoot the 
scene where the saw goes through 
my leg. Tobe said, ‘Don’t worry. 
It’s the last thing we’re going 
to shoot.” 

Scream Queen wannabe 
Deana Enoches recently cut her 
teeth on director Gary Whitson’s 
New Jersey epic, Sorority Slaugh- 


: pe ific. Joe : Bob appears cafes hee eT beacas he night’s” 
— feature, with special guests, omen and sketches. 





age of 25 who —S near the co! 
tabloid reporter trying to figure out 
his bad-attitude son n who’ s fae ae : 


er. “I was improvising a scene 
with my co-star and at one point 
I took my shoe off and threw it at 
him, but instead it almost 
smashed the camera! It was such 
a realistic scene that my co-star 
had palpitations and had to take 
heart medicine.” 

“I just walked on the set and 
had sex, then left,” recalls Pent- 
house pet Amy Lynn Baxter on 
filming her scene in the virtual 
reality movie Nexxus. “I'll never 
do that again. I want something 
with a little more meat!” 

Speaking of more meat, 
Michelle Bauer will be the cover 
girl for the ninth issue of Scream 
Queens Illustrated. This will be 
her fourth publicized “Last In- 
terview.” Marketing genius or 
retiring star—you decide. 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 
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sexually voracious agent. Three stars. _ — 
_ Second feature: Private Lessons: Another Story: Hot erotic . 
thriller starring Mariana Morgan as a photographer who flies 

_ down to Miami to doa bikini photo shoot and escape her weaselly 





husband. She quickly ends‘ up cavorting on the beach with macho _ 





ture: C iron of the Corn II: oo The. 


Cuban limo driver Ray Garaza, but the real action. happens ~ 
when she discovers the sexiest woman in Miami at one of those - 
ultra-trendy South Beach discos. It’s Theresa Morri 
Leese Horizontal Hustle scene 


on the roof of a bi 


The Do-Gooders “choose to delude” if they think the bad boyz are gonna. . . 


Choose to Wimp Out 


ave you seen these “Choose 
To De-Fuse” commercials? 

They have a bunch of 
gangsta rappas hangin out in 
The Hood. One ofem gets shoved, 
or dissed, and two guys double 
up their fists—and then an an- 
nouncer walks into the picture 
and says, “Violence is not cool. 
Choose to deefuse.” And then 
the guy who’s mad turns and 
walks away. 

What I wanna know is: Who 
are these commercials directed 
at? 

Are there actually gang 
members in South Central El 
Lay who will see this stuff on TV 
and go, “You know what? Ichoose 
to avoid blowin the head off that 
dude who owes me drug money.” 
Does this really happen? 

Are there pimps who go, “I want my money,” and 
they start to slap the hooker across the face, but then 
they think, “Naaaaawwww. That guy on TV said I 
shouldn’t do this. I tell you what, honey, we'll work 
out a time-payment plan.” 

I mean, aren’t the only people who would take 
this commercial seriously the people who already 





Porno comics tycoon Jeffrey Combs takes it in the gutbucket 
from aspiring El Lay cops Rocky Patterson and Blake Bahner. 


Terrified hostage cca 
looks down the barrel of computer geek Annie Biggs’ handgun in 
the low-budget cyber-thriller Cyberstalker. 





er... mildly disturbed cop Schnele Wilson 


don’t wanna fight? 

In fact, these commercials could get you beat up 
worse. What if you’re cowering in an alley, three big 
goons surrounding you, trying to collect some bookie 
money or something, and you say, “Don’t hit me! 
Choose to deefuse! Choose to deefuse!” 

I’m not saying it wouldn’t be entertaining, but I 
think what’s likely to happen is 
that they’re gonna pound the fuzz 
off your neck. 

Whatever Do-Gooders came up 
with this idea, my advice to em 
would be “Limit that topic!” It’s 
like there were a bunch of librar- 
ians sitting around a table some- 
where, and one of em said, “Well, 
we could do a public service cam- 
paign about drugs,” and the next 
one said, “No, let’s do one about 
teenage pregnancy,” and a third 
one said, “What about racism and 
hatred and World War...” And so 
the Head Librarian of the World 
says, “You know what the problem 
is? Violence. Let’s do a TV commer- 
cial that ends violence.” 

I’ve been beat up a few times in 
my sorry little life, and I have to 
say, it’s not always a good idea to 
deefuse. Sometimes being a 
deefuser can get you beat up more. 


Nine dead bodies. No 
breasts. Strangulation with 
modem cord. Bullet through 
head. Knife to head. Cyber- 
aardvarking. Electrocution Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Schnele Wil- 
son, as the cop who says “I 
think those subversive comics 
are dangerous’; Annie Biggs, 
as the computer nerd psycho 
whosays “Inthe last days MICA 
will interface with humanity 
and create a new society” and 
“We have the right to kill a 
lower life form”; and Jeffrey 
Combs, as the heroin-shooting 
girlfriend-abusing comic-book 
writer who says “I just run a 
circus for adults” and “There is 
a river flowing out there that 





Can mere bullets stop a crazed computer veaktd Pisaee. 


Does the word “bully” ring a bell? Bullies Jove 
deefusers. They enjoy watchin em run away. After a 
while—after it gets a little old—you have to say, 
“Today, I’m fusing.” And then, even if the guy still 
beats the bejabbers out of you, because he’s bigger, or 
meaner, or he’s just better at fighting, you might just 
feel a little better about yourself. 

I know it’s not the politically correct thing to say, 
but it’s true. 

I’m surprised I have to point this out. 

And speaking of politically correct crimes, this 
week’s flick is Newt Gingrich’s worst nightmare. 
Cyberstalker, the story of a nerdy geeky cyber- 
surfing femme fatale who loves her computer so 
much that she has sex with it and becomes half- 
woman, half-computer, then goes around town kill- 
ing whoever doesn’t have the proper respect for 
really cool software. 

But she didn’t become a computer junkie without 
help. It’s those darn freaky comic books that really 
made a psycho out of her. Jeffrey Combs, of Re- 
Animator fame, is the creepola comic-book writer 
who turned her into his sex slave by withholding the 
next issue until she begs for it. 

Fortunately for the welfare of computer addicts 
everywhere, two dedicated cops are on her cyber- 
tail. Blake Bahner is the kind of guy who thinks 
Rodney King was treated too leniently, so he goes 
over to Combs’ comic book shop and rearranges his 
face until he agrees to turn over his database. Schnele 
Wilson is his sensible-hairdo partner who eventually 
gets tied up with modem cords and tortured with fire 
ants because she won't worship the almighty Master 
Intelligence Computer Assimilator, which is dedi- 
cated to mating human beings with computers to 
create a new race. (The foreplay is very painful.) 

Basic Instinct meets Tron. Pretty dang original. 


) 


you will never stop.” 
Three stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free d unk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: Revple all over the: | 


at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the! first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he / 


happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a | 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no = junk for u _ 
rest of your life. | 





Cassette ages &CD’s ee 
Boner Meets Barney by the Sherm Worm; I Need Help by - 
the Sherm Worm; Washing Dishes by the Sherm Worm; Fish 
and Chips by the Sherm Worm; The Big K Mart Box by th I 
Sherm Worm; Flat Duo Jets; Cruisin’ Classics Vol. 1; 
Heisman by Johnny Quest; Presenting Karen Akers by K 
Akers; The Will Rogers Follies (original broadway cast rec 
ing); “IfI Lose” from White Men Can’t Jump; Rough Cutt;. 
by Vandenberg; Without Love by Black ’n Blue; The Hard ay 
by Point Blank; Impotency Solutions; The Big Decision Made 
Easy by the Kansas City Art Institute; The Last Peas es 
for the Mougey®. 





Records _ 
Christmas at the Drive-l n (45 record) by Cathey i - 


child (45 record). 
Videos _ 
Witchcraft I starring Charles Solomon; Witchcraft Il 
starring Charles Solomon; Witchcraft IV with Julie Strain; The © 
Wiz Kid starring Martin Forbes; Wolfman; Woman of Desire 
starring Bo Derek; Wrangler starring Jeff Fahey; Writer;s 
Block /Perfect Family with Morgan Fairchild and Bruce . 
Boxleitner (2 screeners); Why Golf; X-Men (Japanimat 
Yes, Madam (In the Line of Duty 2); Young Nurses stat 
Sally Kirkland; You’ve Made Your Bed...Now Die In It (3: 
films by Richard Baylor); Your Personal Best Workou 
Elle Manphereon: Weaenes with Michael Rapaport and 


bie Army; Zombie Toland Messaces tacing David trond 
Revenge of the suing Zombies (2); Zombie Party. 





oe Bob was re- 
Fy | cently the guest 
on an episode of 
Alan Warren Out- 
doors, the syndi- 
cated fishing show, 
and hostAlan War- 
ren set up an elabo- 
rate hoax whereby 
he and Joe Bob are 
seen fishing for 
crappie and bass on 
“Lake Luckenbach” 
in the Texas Hill 
Country. There is, 
of course, no such 
lake, but to lend 
authenticity to the show, they stopped off in famed 
Luckenbach, Texas, home of “Willie and Waylon and 
the boys’—and Sheriff Marge Mueller turned out 
to be a fan of Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater and was 


the crappie at Lake Luckenbach. 
more than willing to go along with the joke. She 
spoke at length about the great fishing on Lake 
Luckenbach, saying, “I liked it better before all the 
tourists heard about it. But as long as they clean up 
their mess before they leave, they’re all welcome 
here.” The show won't be broadcast until sometime 
in early 1996. 
€ 

“Even atheists think they have a God-given 
right to eat animals!” asserts Carol Adams, 
ecofeminist, vegetarian activist, and author of The 
Sexual Politics of Meat, in an interview in Pussycat 
magazine. She attempts to draw a connection be- 
tween society’s objectification of women and its ob- 
jectification of animals, claiming, “The fact that we 
eat animals is part of the way a patriarchy constructs 





... Mherein we repor€ from the 
underground, ~Ehe counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits Owell. 





Sheriff Marge Mueller and Joe Bob sort out the crap from 
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our world.” In spite 
of this digression 
into animal rights/ 
feminist psycho- 
babble, Pussycat is 
actually a seriously 
music-oriented 
publication. It just 
happens to be put 
out by an ardent 
born-again non- 
corpse-eater,Mark 
D. The 30-page 
newsprint quar- 
terly offers tons of 
spirited, opinion- 
ated, smartass 
record reviews which rookie readers may find a bit 
cryptic. (A review of a Love 666 release begins: “This 
is mudderfuggin it: monochord Big Muff fuzz with 
layer ’pon layer o’ shortwave submarine feedback 
squall topping a messy n’ sluggish 
drumkit.”) Retrospective profiles, 
lengthy, informal band interviews fea- 
turing up-and-coming indie rockers like 
Blonde Redhead, and a spiffy retro lay- 
out are also part of the Pussycat recipe. 
It is expected to expand to 80 pages 
soon, but back issues are still available 
and going for $2, payable to: Mark 
Weddington, Pussycat magazine, 39 
Cedar Terrace Rd., Chapel Hill, NC 
27516. 
€ 

In a tragically ironic twist of fate, 
Al Adamson, the maverick exploitation 
filmmaker who rose to prominence in 
the sixties and seventies, was found 
murdered in his recently remodeled Cali- 
fornia home in August. After eighteen 
hours of excavation, his body was found 
buried in a hot tub filled with cement 
(he’d been dead for five weeks). The 
renovations contractor, who lived in the home as 
Adamson’s body decomposed in the Jacuzzi, was 
arrested shortly after fleeing to Florida. Even after 
death, Adamson retains a worldwide cult following 
and will always be remembered for the legacy of 
films he left behind. He was born to be in the 
business, having learned early about film produc- 
tion from his father, silent movie pioneer Victor 
Adamson, and was featured in his father’s 1938 
production, Mormon Conquest. After a stint with the 
Navy, directing stage musicals, and managing night 
club acts, Adamson eventually settled into filmmak- 
ing. By the late sixties, he had capitalized on the 
drive-in theater phenomenon, churning out horror, 
science fiction and action movies especially for that 
market. He is probably best known for the 1971 





takeoff on early classic chillers, Dracula vs. 
Frankenstein, which featured aging horror 
stars J. Carrol Naish (House of Franken- 
stein) and Lon Chaney Jr. in their last film 
roles. Stuntman Big John Bloom (7-foot-2) 
played Frankenstein to Zandor Vorkov’s 
bushy-haired, bearded Dracula. In 1969, 
Adamson joined forces with New Jersey-based 
entrepreneur Samuel M. Sherman and 
Daniel Q. Kennis, founding Independent- 
International Pictures. Among the Adamson 
films released by I-I are The Fakers, Blood of 
Dracula’s Castle, Satan’s Sadists, The Fe- 
male Bunch, Naughty Stewardesses, Blazing 
Stewardesses, and the X-rated musical, 
Cinderella 2000. Though technically an inde- 
pendent filmmaker, Adamson did occasion-  » 
ally work for larger companies. He produced } 
Hammer with Fred Williamson for United 
Artists, the Emmy Award-winning Cry Rape 
for CBS, and directed Chuck Connors in 
20th Century Fox Television’s Great Western The- 
atre segments. Adamson toyed with Blaxploitation 
in the seventies with movies like The Dynamite 
Brothers, Black Eliminator, Black Samurai, and, of 
course, Hammer. In the early eighties, with thirty- 
plus exploitation films behind him, he began a foray 
into the realm of “family” entertainment, putting out 
Carnival Magic and Lost, which featured Sandra 
Dee and Jack Elam. In recent years, he could be 
spotted making celebrity appearances at science 
fiction and horror conventions. Terry Blass, a movie 
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Al Adamson and Sam Shien teamed up for many 
movies, including the Blaxploitation gem, The Dyna- 
mite Brothers. (No, this is not Al or Sam.) 


poster distributor who traded UFO stories with 
Adamson at a recent Chiller Theatre convention in 
New Jersey, reminisces, “He had a grip of iron and 
wouldn’t let go. He was just that kind of guy.” At the 
time of his death, Adamson was preparing to make 
the children’s film, The Happy Hobo, and was also 
directing segments in the U.S., Australia, and Italy 
for a feature film docu-drama about extraterrestrial 
life. For information on obtaining Adamson’s work, 
contact: Independent-International Pictures, 223 
Route 18, East Brunswick, NJ 08816. 


Al Adamson Filmography 


Half Way to Hell (1961, producer/director/actor) 
Psycho a Go-Go! (1965, producer/director/actor/writer) 
Fiend With the Electronic Brain (1966, re-working of Psycho a 
| Go-Go!) 
Blood of Dracula’s Castle (1967, coprodunn:, co-director) 
Five Bloody Graves (1967, producer/director/actor, a.k.a. The 
| _ Gun Riders and The Lonely Man) _ 


. The Fakers (1967, producer/director, a.k.a. Hell’s Bioogy Devils | 


and Smashing the Crime Syndicate) 

_ Lash of Lust (1968, producer / director) 

| Satan’s Sadists(1969, ——— ie, Aka ‘Nightmare Blood 
beh) 

| The Female Bunch (1969, director) 

Dracula vs. Frankenstein (1969, producer/director, a.k.a. The 

|. Revenge of Dracula and Teenage Dracula) 

Blood of Ghastly Horror (1969, producer/director, ro vorsing of 

| _ Fiend With the Electronic Brain) 

E Doomsday Voyage (1969, director, new scenes to Questions) 

_ Horror of the Blood Monsters (1970, producer/director/actor, 

a.k.a. Vampire Men of the Lost Planet and Space Mission to 
a Lost Planet) 


. Brain of Blood (1971, co-producer/director, a.k.a. The Creature’s 
_ Revenge) — _ 

_ Angel's Wild Women ag72, eroducendlcectan 

| Cry Rape (CBS-TV, 1972, associate producer) 

The Dynamite Brothers (19738, director, a. Ik. a. - Stud Brown) 
oH lammer el 3, ee 


Compiled by Dan Cziraky 


Naughty Stewardesses (1973, ee . 

I Spit on Your Corpse (1974, director, a.k.a. Girls for Rent) 

Blazing Stewardesses (1975, director, a.k.a. Texas Layover, — 
Cathouse Callgirls and The Great Truck Rothery) oF 

Jessie’s Girls (1975, co-producer/director) : 

The Murder Gang (1976, producer/director, a.k.a, Black Heat, 
Girl’s Hotel and U.S. Vice) 


_ Bedroom Stewardesses (1976, director, new scenes to Females for 


Hire) 

Cinderella 2000 (1977, producer/director) _ 

Black Eliminator (1977, director/actor, a.k.a. The Kill oa 
Death Dimension, Freeze Bomb, and Icy Death) 

Black Samurai (1977, director) 

Hospital of Terror (1977, producer/director, a.k.a. Hands of 
Death, Nurse Sheri, Beyond the Living, Killer’s Curse and ; 
Hospital of Horror) 7 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1977, director of new scenes, a. k.a. White . 
Trash Women) . 

Nurses for Sale (1977, director ar new scenes) _ 

Doctor Dracula (1977, overseas only, director new scenes/acto r) 
Sunset Cove (1978, director) | 

Carnival Magic (1981, overseas only, 1981) 

Lost (1984, director, a.k.a. Skipper) | __ 

Drive-In Madness (1987, director trailers and San Sherm : 

Beyond This Earth (1994, aired. devote 


_ From Other Worlds (1994, unreleased, director) _ 





Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


PRicocHer 


“Outstanding” “borderline classic” starring “extraordinary 
“real creepy’ John Lithgow as a “first-class wacko” trying to 
sabotage the career of Denzel Washington, “excellent” as the 
cop who sent him to prison and became a “high-flying, up-and- 
comer assistant D.A.” as a result. (“Denzel X strips to his shorts 
at the drop ofa hat and runs around the ’hood in a pink bathrobe.”) 
Lithgow’s plot to dis- 
credit Washington starts 
to work, until Washing- 
ton “takes matters into 
his own hands” with the 
help of his childhood 
friend, “crack dealer 
homeboy” Ice-T, “easily 
the most charismatic, 
likeable character.” The 
final fight between the 
adversaries at the Watts 
Towers sculpture “may 
be a modern drive-in clas- 
sic.” “It ranks up there 
with/ Spiton Your Grave 
as one of the greatest re- 
venge flicks ever made. 
Hell, it’s one of the best 
films ever made, period.” 
“Every bit as good as 
Commando and Die Hard, with intelligence and psychology 
taking the place of some of the ultra-violence.” “Director Russell 
Mulcahy delivers some good action, a funny-lens drug trip scene, 
and a very creepy sicko lesbo bar scene.” “The street rapper talk 
should be sub-titled.” “Unfortunately, there are enough holes in 
the plot to prevent us from accepting this film as actually possible 
in the real world.” “A number of coincidences are not very 
believable.” Washington has the best line: “As a private citizen, 
Ican kick anyone’s ass.” Twenty dead bodies. Eleven breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Five explosions. Stripping cop. Sawed-off 
arm. Exploding bookmobile. Arm wrestling. Spike through the 
arm. Spike through the body. Circular saw to the chest. Power 
drill to the neck. Spear through the body. Jock-strap gun holster. 
Aryan sword fighting. Skinhead beating. “Road Warrioresque” 
prison duel. Gratuitous midget bartender. Kung Fu. Zip-gun Fu. 
Cast: Lindsay Wagner (“only her onscreen death would have 
helped,” “very adept bitch from hell” as D.A. Priscilla Brimley), 
Josh Ellis (“doesn’t die soon enough” as sidekick 
Kim), Linda Dola (“great breasts” as whore Wanda), 
Jessie Ventura (“standout” as Aryan prison victim), 
Kevin Pollack (“kudos” as Larry), John Amos 
(“gratuitous”), Victoria Dillard (Washington’s wife 
Alice Styles). Writer: Steven E. De Souza (“intelli- 
gent,” “pretty entertaining dialogue”), from a story by 


”? 





It’s a Gangster Jamboree in Hit the Dutchman, the Menahem 
Golan masterpiece based on the life of Dutch Schultz. 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


blood feud, with every hitman in town trying to nail him. “Easily 
the best Jewish-pride gangster flick ever made.” “A carefully and 
skillfully crafted film in all respects.” “Yet another in a recent 
barrage of movies about America’s favorite Jewish gangster. This 
one portrays Dutch Schultz as a smartass kid with a psychotic 
violent streak. Producer/director Menahem Golan packs it with 
a respectable amount of blood, bullets and nekkidness, but the 
writer shouldn’t go around stealing Sergio Leone’s dialogue: 
‘When it’s time to shoot, shoot— 
don’t talk.” “The emphasis here 
is as much on the prejudice 
against a poor struggling Jew- 
ish criminal trying to make it in 
a life of crime as it is on carnage, 
violence and blood.” “Eddie 
Bowz as Joey is the only really 
likeable character. He puts his 
knockwurst under the knife so 
he can convert to Judaism and 
marry Dutch’s sister.” “Nozick 
can be dopey and annoyingly 
smug.” “Kempe makes the most 
horrible attempt at an Irish ac- 
cent I’ve ever heard.” “Every- 
body has a Model 1928 Thomp- 
son .45 submachinegun, but 
without the traditional gangster 
pistol foregrip and drum maga- 
zine. They all have Vic Morrow 
‘Combat!’-style guns with stick magazines and straight foregrips. 
Must be World War II leftovers.” “Although I approve of excess, 
I must comment from a hematopathologist’s standpoint that the 
human body contains five quarts of blood, not the five gallons 
which emerge from Joey’s body upon his death.” Minority opin- 
ions: “Very cheesy comic book. Not up to Golan’s usual standard.” 
“Heavily melodramatic, cliched, predictable. Every woman Dutch 
meets he asks to marry him—fairly silly. Sometimes Dutch 
sounds like Woody Allen, so it makes the film kind of funny at 
points.” Fifty-one dead bodies. Twelve breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. Exploding plate of spaghetti. Cast:Sally Kirkland 
(“gratuitous,” “not a pretty sight,” “worst performance in her 
career” as “whiskey-chugging” “crazy old Jewish mother” Emma 
Flegenheimer), Matt Servitto (Dutch’s friend Bo Weinberg), 
Jennifer Miller (“nice bazoombas,” “terrible lip-synching” as 
Dutch’s moll, singer Frances Ireland),Abigail Lenz (“standout” 
as Frances Schultz), Jennifer Pusheck (“great” as “Dutch’s 
virginal sister” Helen 
Flegenheimer), Jack Conley 
(“subpar” as warden and presi- 
dential candidate Thomas 
Dewey), Christopher Brad- 
ley (“lame” as the noseless 
Vincent Coll), Elena Skoro- 


System 


Fred Dekker, Menno Mayjes (“nice story”). 94-89 Classic hodove (Anastasia), Frank 
[Warner/HBO. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 93. 88-84 Excellent Senger (Fatty), Len Donato 
83-80 Decent (“good” as Lucky Luciano). 
Hr THE DUTCHMAN 79.75 Watchable Writer:Alex Simon well wrt 
CL : ten”). [21st Century/Vidmark. 
“Entertaining” “top-notch” “masterpiece” based s Pathetic 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 
on the life of gangster Dutch Schultz, starring the 64-50 Dog Doo Doo 
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“suitably slimy” “very convincing” Bruce Nozick as 
the 24-year-old punk who gets out ofjail and promptly 
bites a guy’s nose off, which “looks great on a resume 
in his business.” So he’s hired by Legs Diamond (Will 
Kempe), then systematically eliminates his boss’s 
competition in Bronx bootlegging and numbers rack- 
ets, romances Diamond’s girl, and ends up in a bitter 


Action Records 
Highest rating: 93 (Ricochet, 190i; 
: Deep oe 1992; Under Siege, 1992). 


“(Miami Beach Cops, 1993). 


fia SECOND 


VICTORY 


“Flat” “kind of boring” 
-. made-for-TV war drama star- 
ring the “excellent” Anthony 
Andrewsas a “confused, ideal- 


Lowest rating: 64 


istic” British Army major occupying an Austrian villagejust after 
the fighting in World War II has ended. His favorite sergeant is 
brutally murdered by an “insane renegade” “castrated ex-Nazi 
soldier with a scar.” Andrews searches for the “wacked-out kid” 
who committed the crime, but the townspeople protect him. It 
helps that the boy’s uncle, the “superb” Helmut Griem, is the 
“misguided” police captain, and Griem helps him get plastic 
surgery from “smarmy” Gunther Maria Halme, “the homo- 
sexual butcher of Dachau.” Andrews figures it all out, but only 
after falling in love with local nurse Birgit Doll (“great screen 
presence”) while indicting her lawyer uncle, Mario Adorf, for 
stealing Jews’ land. “Everything ties up nicely and neatly at 
the end” as Andrews “learns the value of compromise.” (“This 
is very British.”) “Nothing really spectacular.” “The 
cockamamey script sends the message that the European 
Occupation Forces were really swell guys who governed post- 
war Europe with the wisdom of Solomon. The only attempt at 
character development for the Major is to establish him as a 
potential womanizer.” “The most pathetic scene consists of a 
large group of extras who comprise the angry mob that kills a 
former Nazi death camp butcher. The extras are looking 
around and into the camera with these goofy expressions, as 
though they have no idea what is happening.” “The acting is 
excellent—expert performances by seasoned dramatic pro- 
fessionals.” Four dead bodies. Cast:Max Von Sydow (“great,” 
“solid and stuffy” as “doting old coot” Swiss Dr. Huber),Renee 
Soutendijk (“absolutely nothing to do with this movie”), 
Jacques Breuer (“a little hard to take,” “very convincing” as 
“reality-challenged veteran” “psychopath Nazi on skis” 
Johann), Richard Morant (“back-stabbing second-in-com- 
mand” Capt. Johnson). Writer: Morris West (“moving and 
compelling,” “actually not a terrible plot line,” “excellent”). 
Producer/Director: Gerald Thomas (“good”). [AIP. 1986/93. ] 
Overall rating: 79. 


‘[‘ERROR IN PARADISE 


In this “lame” “formulaic” “run-of-the-mill” thriller, the 
vacation of “hot” “airhead” tennis pro Leslie Ryan (“gorgeous 
but tough”) and her “twerpy” “goofy” “wimp boyfriend” David 
Anthony Smith turns nasty when they find out their romantic 
Pacific island is the headquarters of the infamous right-wing 
“anti-terrorist terrorist,” Gary Lockwood, “played with real 
malice” as he “dresses like a mummy and kills for God and 
country.” Lockwood has a plan to blow up the Golden Gate 
Bridge, and he’s very upset when he finds out he’s been spotted. 
Fortunately, Ryan “learns how to kill and never loses her sex 
drive,” and the two lovers destroy the terrorist army “using only 
their wits and Speedos.” “Show me a case where two Yuppies with 
no military training can beat an army of Vietnam-trained anti- 
terrorists and I'll show you a country full of terrorists. Ludicrous 
and silly.” “Some very stupid white people at work here. Every 
time the helicopter starts chasing’em, they run for open ground.” 
“Ryan is definitely the best thing about this movie.” “Some major 
plot flaws: it is impossible to see someone in a jungle from a 
helicopter, for instance. And nobody can miss so often with a 
machine gun, especially not a supposed professional soldier.” “I 
love those Molotov cocktails made out of saline solution that 
explode with contact with the ground but always seem to miss the 
two fleeing heroes.” “Smith gives new meaning to the word 
‘wimpola.” Minority opinion: “Very nicely paced action flick with 
a good balance of tits, blood, explosions, scenery and dumb plot.” 
Smith has the best line: “Maybe I should try serious acting.” 
Fifteen dead bodies. Nine breasts. Exploding chopper. Gonad- 
kicking. Face pulled off. Skewered head. Three motor vehicle 
chases. Fifteen explosions. Kung Fu. Hypodermic Fu. Cast: 
Joanna Pettet (“dumb” kidnapped plastic surgeon Dr. Sylvia 
Fleisher), Nick Nicholson (“great” as bad guy Zev), Jim Moss 
(“good” as bad guy Luis), David McKnight (Chuck), Michael 
Bershad (Randall),David Light (Babcock). Writers:Ron Sells, 
Buzz Dixon, Matt Oppenheimer, Peer J. Oppenheimer 
(“cliche dialogue,” “pretty silly plot”). Producer/Director: Peer J. 


Vacationing tennis pro Leslie Ryan gets her new bikini all 
mussed up when she’s force to kill an entire terrorist army in 
the credibility-straining Terror in Paradise. 


Oppenheimer. [Concorde/New Horizons. 1992/93.] Overall rat- 
ing: 77. 


[_Eaacy OF LIES 
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“Very slow” “typical” but “watchable” cop drama starring 


Michael Ontkean as a “by-the-book, goody-goody” Chicago 
police detective investigating a drive-by shooting who finds 
corruption everywhere. Ultimately he has to face the possibility 
that his own beat-cop father, the “outstanding” but “miscast” 
Martin Landau, and grandfather, “too cool” “human time ma- 





chine” Eli Wallach, were both mobsters. “Too depressing to 
qualify as an escapist action film, but higher quality than the 
usual TV movie.” “Watching this is about as painful as having 
teeth pulled.” “In one classic scene, the head bad guy kills one of 
his henchmen with a thousand-dollar fishing pole. Ouch.” “The 
film focuses on Ontkean’s personal turmoil rather than his 
criminal investigation. That’s okay, but they complicate his life 
with family/girlfriend/crooked partner problems to an outra- 
geous extent.” “Great acting in the service of a weak script.” Ten 
dead bodies. Stabbing. Cast: Charley Sherman (“standout” as 
gay lover Meredith Sibonne), Joe Morton (“only believable 
role,” “great” as Ontkean’s partner Flowers), Rick Snyder (mob 
boss Andy Delaney), Patricia Clarkson (“standout” as TV 
newswoman and Ontkean’s girlfriend, Pat). Writer:David Black 
(“well-written,” “interesting but unbelievable”). Director: Brad- 
ford May (“good”). [MCA-Universal. 1993.] Overall rating: 75. 


[_ETHAL GAMES 


In this “pathetic” “extra-low-budget” potboiler, the “bland” 
“ever-hilarious” Vietnam-vet “paintball commando” Frank 
Stallone and “quasi-psycho” gun-toting ex-hitwoman Brenda 
Vaccaro, “one tough lady and the shining star of the film,” lead 
the citizens of a small urban community against a ruthless gang 
of hired thugs, who are working for a crooked sheriff, the 
“fantastic” Dave Adams (“great comedic flair”), who in turn is 
being paid by an evil land developer, the “evil” James Emery, 
who “reads his lines like a high-school play understudy and wears 
ahard hat to visit an already finished housing subdivision.” “Poor 
idea, poor execution. More AIP fodder.” “I don’t understand why 
developers in these movies always go around killing people. Who 
would buy a house in a small town where a dozen people were 
murdered?” “Adams does a fine job of sleazing it up. In fact, he 
probably does one of the slimiest performances of a lawman in 
drive-in history.” “The camera work is on the level of Late Night 
Monkey-Cam.” “The music sounds like The Ventures on 
quaaludes.” “All the machine-gun fire sounds like an old electric 
typewriter.” Adams has the best lines: “Sugar Pants, you’re 
getting a little violent,” and “This is more fun than shooting 
Easter bunnies on a Sunday morning.” Fourteen dead bodies. 


Three breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Twenty explosions. 
Dead skunk. Exploding character actor. Shotgun to the back. 
Vaporization of a sleazebag with a rocket launcher. Multiple 
Kung Fu. Cast: Karen Russel (“lame” as “bitchy” Coco), Chris- 
topher Whalley (“Beavis with firearms” as “idiot thug” Butch), 
Jeff Langton (“Butthead with firearms” as “brainless” Huey), 





Goody Two Shoes cop Michael Ontkean starts investigating 
corruption in the Chicago P.D. and finds out that his own dad, 
Martin Landau (right), and even grandpa, Eli Wallach, are 
probably crooks, in the watchable, but way too complicated, 
Legacy of Lies. 


Dana Bentley (“breast actress nomination” as Marta), Ron 
Althoff (“would’ve been good had his character lived” as Mike 
Stevens), Heidi Paine (“horrid” as Stallone’s girlfriend Trish), 
Anne Ricketts (Eve), Dan Koko (Vic). Writer: Danny King 
(“awful,” “way way too much plot,” “more holes than Swiss 
cheese”), from a story by John Bowen, King. Director: Bowen 
(“horrible,” “immature and confused,” “should find another line of 
work”). [Summit International/AIP. 1989/91.] Overall rating:75. 


PayBack 
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“Boring” “excruciatingly slow” revenge story starring 
“standout” Corey Michael Eubanks, who breaks out of prison, 
hides out in a small town, becomes a gas attendant, picks up “big- 
haired” sheriffs daughter Teresa Blake (“nice looks, dull per- 
formance”), and waits for his chance to recover a cocaine ship- 
ment lost in a copter crash several years before. He also wants 
to avenge his brother’s death at the hands of “Steven Seagal-ly” 
drug dealer Don Swayze, who “looks a lot like Butthead” and 
also wants the coke. It all leads to a “stupid, sappy, waste-of-time 
ending.” “Dumb movie with little action, no breasts, and an 
unrealistic plot. You can’t crash a bus into a car, drive off a cliff, 
and walk away without a scratch.” “A small town where every- 
body except three people are all the same age?” “Swayze spends 
the entire movie looking like he needs to take a crap.” “Swayze 
is just too ugly, grating and annoying to get as much work as he 
does.” “Blake is supposed to be a model? Gimme a break.” “The 
soundtrack includes two Toni Tennille songs and consistently 
horrible hair-dos. It’s the first movie I’ve seen with cocaine 
wrapped up like Graham crackers.” “Daryl Dragon, of Captain 
and Tennille fame, did the music—and it’s pretty effective. Bob 
Eubanks, of The Newlywed Game, is the executive producer for 
his son’s project.” Swayze has the best line: “I'll bet you’re mad 
at me because | killed your brother.” Four dead bodies. One motor 
vehicle chase. Two explosions. Prison brawl. Multiple Kung Fu. 
Cast: Michael Ironside (“good” as the sheriff), Bert Remsen 


(“standout” as kindly old gas station owner Burt), Vince Van 
Patten (“pretty slobbery,” “pretty cool,” “his usual jealous asshole 
boyfriend” as lisping “spoiled brat” Terry), Buck Taylor (Nick), 
Victoria Boyd (Shelly). Writer: Eubanks (“decent,” “pretty 
poor’). Director: Russell Solberg. [Republic. 1990/91.] Overall 
rating: 74. 


[LAST FLIGHT TO HELL 


“Slow” “worthless” Italian “Spaghetti Rambo” “with 
no redeeming qualities,” starring Chuck Connors, “kind 
of frightening to watch” as a corrupt DEA chief in Hong 
Kong who sends a team out to apprehend a drug lord, but 
the drug lord is being held for ransom byanother drug lord 
in the jungle. An “extremely amateurish” Reb Brown, the 
“jock DEA dork” in charge of the mission, teams up with 
the kidnapped man’s daughter, “nondescript” “big-nosed 
blonde” Michele Dehne, only to find out they’re both 
being double-crossed by Connors. (“The only thing Dehne 
will be remembered for is her huge amount of eye shadow.”) 
“Pretty cheap and pretty annoying.” “A shower scene for 
no reason—but no breasts! A guard tower that does not 
explode! The drug czar reforms and redeems himself by 
stabbing Connors for our sins.” “Brown has mastered the 
Stallone technique of uttering primal yells while firing a 
machine gun.” “Dehne’s acting is similar to a catfish 
thrown onto a pier.” “The film is so dark it could have been 
shot on a VHS camera.” “Dozens of Chinese extras that go ‘Uhh’ 
when they get shot.” “The soundman should get a new line of 
work. The soundtrack is horrible.” “Nice grouping of swear 
words: ‘Fucking orders we had him, shit.” Seventy-six dead 
bodies. Thirteen explosions. Eye-gouging. Ear-cutting. Neck- 
snapping. Snake pit. Squirting snakebite. Exploding helicopter. 
One motor vehicle chase. Kung Fu. Writer: Tito Carpi (“good 
story”). Director: Paul D. Robinson (“okay”). [AIP. 1989/91.] 
Overall rating: 74. 


[HE DIAMOND TRAP 


“Dopey” made-for-TV “garbage” about maverick Manhattan 
cops—the pipe-smoking “lovable yet tranquilized” Howard 
Hesseman and his “wimpy partner” Ed Marinaro—who foil a 
diamond heist, only to find out they’ve been hoodwinked for $12.5 
million by “red-clawed, chain-smoking” “evil money-grubbing 
bitch” Brooke Shields (“her usual awful self”). They follow her 
to London, where they join a Scotland Yard cop, the “perky” but 
“annoying” Twiggy, and “bring that brazen Jezebel to justice” 
with the help of a herd of sheep. “Impossible as it may seem, this 
film is not a comedy.” “You have to see it to believe it.” “Seventies- 
style TV bullstuff, with badBrady Bunch theme music.” “An okay 
movie, but the only real draw is the dogged determination of 
Hesseman. It’s similar in style to the McCloud TV movies.” “A 
fast-paced, complex mystery, ruined by the very made-for-TV 
look.” “Shields is sure big-hipped and cellulite-thighed in her 
bathing suit scenes.” “My VCR began to gag.” Five dead bodies. 
Groin-kicking. One “very lame” motor vehicle chase. Cast:Darren 
McGavin (“good” as “lamebrained chief of detectives”), Dick 
O’Neill (“from the Al Gore School of Stiffness” as the partner), 
Ruth Waring (Shields’ grandmother), Todd Eric Andrews 
(“lame” as male hooker). Writer: David Peckinpah (“very lame 
dialogue,” “imaginative”), from a novel by John Minahan (“good 
story”). Director:Don Taylor. [CBS/Vidmark. 1988/93.] Overall 
rating: 73. 
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Finally ... the verdict is in on the rampaging, revenge-hungry relatives... 


Guilty! 


ve been going outdoors in a Flak Jacket ever since 
I wrote the column about keeping the angry rela- 
tives of crime victims out of the courtroom. 

Basically all I was saying is that, for a thousand 
years, we let the state prosecutor handle murder 
cases, because we didn’t want any revenge going on. 
Then, suddenly, within the 
last ten years, all the states 
passed laws allowing the 
kinsmen of the dead person 
to go into the courtroom and 
make speeches right before 
sentencing. Even kinsmen 
who have no factual evidence 
to present. 

I still think this is crazy, 
despite all the letters from 
people saying we owe it to 
the relatives of the deceased. 
It’s a release for them. It’s 
part of their healing. Blah 
blah blah. 

This is not what a court 
does. This is what a church 
does, or a psychiatrist. The 
court is not responsible for 
someone’s healing. The 
court’s job is to decide: Does 
the guy live or die, go to prison or not? Is he guilty? 
And if he’s guilty, what do we do with him? 

Now. [ll give you another reason why “victim 
testimony” is a lousy way to go. 

Who gets angriest when they find out their 
brother has been killed? 

The person in the family who was meanest to the 
brother while he was alive. 

We know this from all the false-evidence child- 
abuse cases in the eighties. Who was out there de- 
manding justice, demanding that child-care opera- 
tors be thrown in prison? People who had abused 
their own children at home! In grand jury after 





grand jury, we had evidence of abusers using the 
justice system to cover up their own guilt. 

So now what do we have? 

The same thing we have at every funeral. There’s 
always somebody who didn’t get to make their peace 
with the dead guy. They had a grudge against him, 





or they owed him money, or they never told him they 
loved him—or maybe they hadn’t even spoken to him 
for the last seventeen years. And so they get to the 
funeral, and they fall to pieces. And they’re furious. 
And you have to get all your cousins to watch em so 
that they don’t break out somebody’s windshield or 
throw a chair in the funeral parlor. 

And now we're saying we’re gonna let this same 
person into the courtroom, and when he gets there he 
gets to yell and scream at the person who actually 
killed his relative? 

And the judge is supposed to listen to this and 
say, “Well, I'll add five or six more years onto the 
sentence, because obviously the death has ruined 
this man’s life.” 

The death didn’t ruin this man’s life. 

It was already ruined. 

The reason he’s standing in the witness box, 
talking about what a saint his dead relative was, is 
that he never once told him what a saint he was when 
he was alive. 

He’s trying to make up for it now—by sending 
somebody else to jail. 

This is wrong. This is why it was outlawed 900 
years ago. Why are we bringing it back? 
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God takes care of fools and. . 


Holy Huddlers 


H? you noticed how much time God has been 
spending on home runs and slam-dunks lately? 
Last winter I think God scored half the touchdowns 
in the NFL. P’ve never seen so many wide receivers 
crossing themselves in the end zone and giving 
thanks for those six points. 





No wonder we've still got war in the Balkans. 
God has turned into a totally shallow Supreme 
Being. 

Here’s what I wanna know, though. 

If these professional jocks thank God every time 
they win a game, do they also blame God every time 
they lose a game? 

It would make sense, wouldn’t it? If he’s gonna 
win for em, then he’s gonna lose for em, too. 

Or, if they’re all that goldurn religious, if they 
truly have the unquestioning faith of St. Augustine, 
then why wouldn’t they thank God every time they 
lose? If God is the Author of All Things—if he’s 
willing it and doing it all the time—then he’s making 
em lose, too. 

But you never hear this. You never hear a post- 
game interview that starts out, “First of all, I’d like 
to thank God Almighty for causing me to drop that 
pass in the end zone. I'd also like to thank my family, 
the coaches, all the people who made it possible for 
us to lose this game.” 

Wouldn't this be a more consistent Fellowship of 





Christian Athletes faith statement? 

But the main thing that burns my bacon is that 
these holy rollers, holy dribblers, and holy puck 
chasers always assume that God’s main job is to 
monitor their personal lives and make sure they get 
everything they need. 

Maybe God needs something 
his ownself. 

Maybe He gets tired of being a 
babysitter in athletic stadiums. 

I would like to talk to Him 
about it. I would like to go up to 
Him, wherever He sits during the 
daytime, and say, “God, do you re- 
ally watch every athletic event in 
the world and decide who You want 
to win? Do you do stuff like give Joe 
Montana stomach cramps on game 
day so he can’t play as well? Do you 
put a little sweat on the football so 
you get a fumble in the fourth quar- 
ter? Is your brain really the equiva- 
lent of one million video screens, 
showing all the games being played 
in the world, all day long, so you 
can keep score in heaven?” 

I mean, maybe he does. After 
all, he can be everywhere at the 
same time, right? He can get in- 
volved as much as he wants to, 
right? He can do whatever the heck 
he wants to do. 

So what I wanna know is... 

If we humans can’t even accept that God would 
desire us to lose an athletic event, how can we ever 
accept that he creates hurricanes and wars and our 
Grandma dying of liver cancer? 

If all things come from God, then all things come 
from God. 

Right? 

Where’s Jerry Falwell? 

Call me, Jerry. Give me a clue on this one. 
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© the Hopeless 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Thanks for the “Stogie Junkies Unite” 
article. 
Cigars have been one of my trade- 
marks for about the last thirty years. I 
know men who can’t enjoy their cigar- 
savoring moments in their own homes, so I 
was sure I had it made when I married a 
lady who actually likes the smell of a good 
cigar. Then along came the activists and 
“political correctness.” 
Until a few years ago I could enjoy a 
great Partagas with an after-dinner cognac 
wherever and whenever I chose. Nowa- 
days in order to enjoy this luxury, which I 
believe is my right, I’ve had to resort toa 
new form of persuasion with regard to the 
non-smokers. The enclosed photo demon- 
strates how I handle my own “cigar smokin’ 
justice.” 
I'll look forward to enjoying a good 
smoke with you the next time you're in 
L.A. 
Keep ’em lit, 
Fred “The Hammer” Williamson 
Beverly Hills, Calif. 

Dear Fred: 

The next time I wanna light up in public, 'm 
gonna find you first. 

I still remember what you did to those white guys 
in One Down, Two to Go. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I have a question about the Supreme Court’s 
recent refusal even to look at that ruling allowing 
your medical coverage to be dropped if you get 
something terrible like AIDS or cancer. I can’t figure 
it out. 

It’s just this side of impossible to get health 
insurance—but if you can, it’s probably with your 
employer. Okay, bad enough. And again for review, 
why health insurance? In case you get sick—espe- 
cially if you get really sick (if you have a cold or back 
problem, they can’t do a thing for you anyway). So it’s 
for if you get really sick. With something bad. That’s 
the entire idea of medical coverage—the major stuff; 
they call it “major medical”! This is what youpay for. 
The only reason! And this is how it now works: 








Da Hamma demonstrates his own 
cigar smokin’ justice. 


Insurer/employer says: “You grant us a little 
money each month—okay, it would be a third of your 
salary ... okay, halfofit... (until next month)—and 
in return well be there for you if anything bad ever 
happens. That’s the benefit we give you. That’s the 
deal.” 

Later you say: “Uh, something bad has hap- 
pened...” 

Insurer/employer: “See ya! Goodbye!—Youw’re on 
your own! Nope, sorry . . . (Thanks for those premi- 


ums, though. God bless.)” 


So right now that 
health insurance isn’t 
worth the cost of a 
sheet of your com- 
pany’s letterhead or 
the paper the policy’s 
written on. What’s the 
point? Please help. 

Rick Bernardo 

Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear Rick: 

If there weren't so 
many irresponsible 
people out there, get- 
ting cancer and heart 
disease and AIDS for 
no good reason, then 
the insurance compa- 
nies could make a de- 
cent profit without 
having to get tough 
with people. A lot of 
these people are dy- 
ing Just for spite. 


HooonDboooOoOnooooOoOoOooOoOooOo nooo ooOoOnooOoOoRooooOnoOoOooOoOooOAAaoo 





Contest #4 


Robert G. Wildow of Grand Prairie, Texas: 
“Here’s my question. It’s a late-fifties mad-scientist 
science-fiction movie. A bunch of people get some 
kind of silver metallic solution pumped in their 
veins, and the mad scientist controls them like 
robots with some kind of radio transmitter. The 
people walk around like zombies, killing people and 
getting into other mischief. The hero knocks out the 
transmitter and they all fall dead. I saw this as a kid 
and remember the story line, but not the title. I 
would be delighted to get an answer.” 


Contest #2 


Rich Ridgway of Redwood City, California: 
“Quick question I’m sure you can help me with. 
When I was in college in 1966 or ’67 I went to the 
theatre and the second bill was a western with 
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Howard Keel and Jane Russell. It was so awful the 
audience was hysterical. I have never seen it written 
up in any of the turkey reports. Can you tell me the 
name and if it’s available on video? My date that year 
for that flick was a real turkey, too, but I will let her 
acetate deteriorate.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 29 issue, Richard Biddle of Midland, Texas, said 
he was “wracking his brain” for the title of a movie that’s “a series 
of shorts with commercials from the ‘Uranus Corporation, makers 
of brown something or other.” 

We received 26 correct answers, so our winners were chosen 
by drawing. And they are... 

Bruce & Maggie Voglesong of Sebastian, Florida: “Richard 
is talking aboutThe Groove Tube. 
Not only did it feature Kitten 
Natividad and Shelley Long, it 
also gave Americans their first 
real long look at Chevy Chase of 
Saturday Night Live fame. There 
were two particularly tasty bits 
in that monument to bad taste. 
There was a clown show during 
which there was a segment 
where all the parents had to leave 
the room and the clown took off 
his nose, lit a cigarette, poured a 
drink, and started reading por- 
nographic literature aloud (or 
what passed for it in those days). 
The other was the news segment 
where the reporter on-screen 
spoke of Viet Nam and where the 
troops were—all unrepeatablein 
polite company of course. The 
product from Uranus was Brown 25, and it was really disgusting 
while it was wonderfully funny. You should maybe put this on 
Drive-In Theayter, hmmmm? Long live the drive-in, home of the 
Coney Island Whitefish!” 

Additional information came from our 25 runners-up .. . 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey: “I saw this sucker on 
a double bill with Kentucky Fried Movie in 1979 at the Port 
Jefferson Twin Cinema on Long Island. I was with two other 
friends, and we actually had to show ID to get into this R-rated 
double feature. And my one friend was only sixteen, so they 
wouldn’t let him in! The Groove Tube (originally rated X, later 
trimmed to an R) starred Ken Shapiro, Lane Sarasohn, Chevy 
Chase (his first film), Richard Belzer (with a clear complexion!), 
Mary Mendham and Bill Kemmill. It was directed by Shapiro, and 
did feature Kitten Natividad, but I’m not sure about Shelley Long.” 

Lara Guerra of Dallas: “In one segment Chevy is wearing a 
red and white striped suit (he looks like a lecherous Mr. Pepper- 
mint) and is singing ‘’'m Looking Over a Four Leaf Clover’ as he 
pounds on the head ofa short, dull-looking fat guy, alsoin a red and 
white striped suit. About two years ago I saw the same concept 
being used as a featured video onAmerica’s Funniest Home Videos. 
Of course, it was a shameless and talentless imitation of the 
original. The movie has several funny scenes but is definitely dated. 
My favorite line comes from a fake news segment about a crisis in 
the U.S. The supposed president shoves a fat Indian woman out of 
the way (Indira Gandhi, perhaps?) and declares ‘I’m in charge here! 
I’m in the driver’s seat! I’m the fuckin’ president!’ Not particularly 
funny on paper, but when coming from the sleazy weasel on the 
screen and complete with the appropriate body gestures, it’s 
hilarious. I also remember a public service announcement from an 
upside-down penis. Yes, some poor guy apparently stood on his 





The Groove Tube, a collection of goofy comedy shorts and 
commercial sketches, parodied TV of the seventies and 
gave Chevy Chase his film debut. 


head and allowed his upside-down penis to be inserted through a 
piece of paper. Then he suffered further indignities as googly 
plastic eyes were glued onto his scrotum and a mouth and eyes were 
drawn on. To complete the illusion the little man was somehow 
dressed in a white lab coat and one of those reflectors like Doctor 
Kildare used to wear around his forehead. The result was a ‘doctor’ 
that lectured on venereal diseases or something. As the ‘doctor’ 
lectured, the penis would jiggle and the googly eyes would bounce 
around. It was quite a sight to behold.” 

Phil Heink of Lexington, Kentucky: “The tag line was some- 
thing like, ‘Things come out just a little differently up at Uranus.” 

Steven Finkelman of Chicago: “My parents took me to see 
it for my thirteenth birthday at the Rainbow Arena in Chicago. It 
was the first off-color flick I ever saw. My mother was kind of 
embarrassed. You never forget the first time.” 

Ronald Miller of Dallas: “Brown 235’ is presented as the next 
great product for the industrial market, and as the narrator rattles 
off all of the great biochemical properties of the product, the 
product is shown extruding from a pipe looking exactly like excre- 
ment. The narrator concludes with ‘and has the nutritional value 
of beef stew.’ Yummy.” 

Greg & Jeri Nikiel of 

Ss Herndon, Virginia: “Includes the 

es classic shorts ‘Cramp Easy Bake 
pa Kitchen’ (‘. . . and top off your 
. Heritage Loaf with a miniature 
version of Old Glory,’ as nar- 
rated by Chevy Chase) and ‘Deal- 
ers.’ “Thurthton Thithertinton re- 
porting from Bath,’ a spoof ofthe 
Vietnam-era evening news, is 
another classic.” 

Jay Cavender of Middle- 
town, Ohio: “The Groove Tube’s 
collection of comedy shorts and 
commercial skits satired Ameri- 
can television at the time. Chevy 
Chase appears in the ‘Geritan’ 
commercial, a parody of the 
Geritol commercials of the time. 
Chevy sits on a bed and pitches 
Geritan as his on-screen wife (ex- 
adult film star Jennifer Wells) strips and dances behind him. 
Favorite line: Chevy stating, ‘My wife. . . I think Ill keep her!’ 
Belzer was in a longer skit called “The Pushers.’ He and a consent- 
ing lady stranger have a rather drawn-out smoochie scene in the 
front row of a theater. His not-so-lucky pusher accomplice has to 
watch. Other skits included ‘The Sex Olympics,’ “The Six O’Clock 
News,’ and a memorable Tastey Sam ‘puppet’ advocating the 
prevention of venereal disease. I first saw The Groove Tube at the 
theater in 1976 with a bunch of high school friends. And Iremember 
laughing uncontrollably throughout the whole movie.” 

Eric Bechtold of Belair, Maryland: “The movie had mass 
quantities of breasts (unknown count!?!) and full frontal nudity of 
a real ugly guy and woman running through the woods. (How 
disgusting! ).” 

Also answering correctly wereBob Barbato of Lincroft, New 
Jersey; Jim Caddell of Richardson, Texas; Eric Conrad of 
Columbus, Ohio; Lester Clayton Culver of Covington, Louisi- 
ana;Tom Doty of Oakhurst, New Jersey;Dr. James R. Forstner 
of Southport, North Carolina;Jay Gregory of Dallas; Jeff Ossman 
of Mayville, New York;Howard Posh of Montreal;Kerry Prisock 
of Garland, Texas;Robin Reese of Rochester, New York;Stephen 
M. St. Onge of Minneapolis; Glen Smyth of North College Hill, 
Ohio; Doug Thompson of Arlington, Virginia; Bob Van Valzah 
of Naperville, Illinois; Ken Vaughn of Bowling Green, Kentucky; 
and Jon Wolf of Minneapolis. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the June 12 issue, Harriet Kips of Annandale, Virginia, 
asked about a film involving “a busload of students and their 
teacher who are kidnapped, kept in an underground chamber and 
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brutally treated by a gang. Eventually, the class manages to escape. 
When the police find the bus, they also find the bodies of the bad 
guys. The heart of the gang leader has been savagely cut out. The 
film then cuts to a classroom where the teacher and the students 
are smiling at a jar of formaldehyde on the shelf. Inside the jar is 
a beating heart.” 

We received 30 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. And he is... 

Kevin O’Brien of Arlington, Texas: “This sounds a lot like 
the film Fortress, starring the incredible babe Rachel Ward as the 
teacher, but in Fortress the heart is just preserved in the formalde- 
hyde. It isn’t still beating, if I remember correctly. But on the plus 
side, Rachel had to swim through an underground river to escape 
from the cave, and when she emerged from the water . . . let’s just 
say she’s the reason why I remember the name of this film even so 
many years later.” 

Additional information came from our 29 runners-up... 

Mark Alan Hoffman of Plano, Texas: “The movie is a 1985 
made-for-HBO all-Australian production starring Ward as the 
teacher of a little Outback school. The ‘chamber’ Harriet talks 
about is just a little cave. They manage to get out by swimming 
through an underground lake (no nudity, but Rachel does strip 
down to panties and bra), but the gang manages to surround them 
on a pile of rocks, the ‘Fortress,’ where the kids revert to savages 
and kill them, a laLord of the Flies. When questioned by police later, 


they claim ignorance. Cut to heart in jar. Fade out.” 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “It features Vernon Wells 
of Road Warrior fame as one of the baddies, who wear garish 
Halloween-type masks throughout the film (the most memorable 
being ‘Father Christmas’ and ‘Daffy Duck’). This has one of those 
improbable Passenger 57-type plot lines, where the teacher and the 
kids manage to find a way out of their cavernous prison via an 
underground stream, hike a few miles to the nearest farmhouse to 
find help, and find the bad guys are there waiting for them. Under 
Rachel’s tutelage, they fashion some spears and booby-traps and 
turn the tables on their pursuers, big-time. Sorta aLord of the Flies- 
type situation, only teacher’s there to tell you whatever you do it’s 
all okay. No breasts; many views of Rachel Ward’s naked back as 
she swims or showers. Spear Fu. Shotgun Fu. Boulder Fu. Rabbit- 
trap Fu. Gratuitious spitting on roadkill. One chase on foot with 
burning salad oil.” 

Valerie Chellis of Columbus, Ohio: “It was directed by Arch 
Nicholson, produced by Raymond Menmuir, and the screenplay is 
by Everett De Roche. It is based on the novel by Gabrielle Lord. It 
was made by Crawford Productions.” 

John DiPalermo, Jr., of Staten Island, New York: “After 
being kidnapped at their school, teacher and students are placed 
in an underground cave and kept alone. They manage to find a way 
out through a passage under a room in the cave, a great excuse to 
see Rachel Ward naked! (‘Good’ camera work keeps you from seeing 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Summer! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 

“Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 
XXL. Only $14.95 oh $3 shipping: 


z 


burgers. Nowit’ssom 
your date think oat a 





Cueck Out Joe Bos’s THREE B’s tal 


| (Books ¢ Binders e Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob’s A 


Your Source for ‘Sorceress’ 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Sorceress’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the supematural horrorfest, 
Sorceress, featuring Linda Blair and amazon beauty Julie 
Strain, for only $10. Offer expires September 30, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Sorceress 
video—S$80 in foreign countries. 
@ Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 

Address 

City ee ee et ee a 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC 
signature 


eee i 2 ae 


_.. Visa: . xp, Dee 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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anything good, so use your imagination.) 
They escape to a house owned by an old 
couple. You never learn their names be- 
cause they are killed quickly, then teacher 
and students are placed in the barn. A 
disagreement among the four kidnappers 
soon reduces their number to three. After 
two of the kidnappers leave, the last kid- 
napper is tricked into the barn, where he is 
hit over the head and knocked out. As he 
goes down, his gun goes off, killing one of 
the kids. As they make their escape, they 
come across the body of the fourth kidnap- 
per. The head is stuck to a fence. As they 
look at the body, it falls, leaving the head 
still on the fence. Teacher and students 
escape again, this time to a cave overlook- 
ing a valley. The two remaining kidnappers 
find them. Instead of running, they decide 
to fight. Rachel Ward manages to wrestle 
one of the kidnappers onto several wooden 
stakes in a pit created by the students. The 
final kidnapper foolishly rushes into the 
cave, where he is savagely beaten to death 
by those precious students. Cut to: Teacher 
reading a story to students. The police come 
and say the bodies have been found. They 
say that wild animals couldn’t have done all 
the damage, but they cannot arrest anyone 
without any evidence, so they leave. Cam- 
era then focuses in on ajar with the heart of 
the leader of the kidnappers in it, a trophy 
of the students’ recent field trip! Six dead 
bodies. One dead fox (stunt fox was used, I 
think). Shotgun blast through the stomach. 
Falling fish tank (fish did their own stunts). 


Head nailed to a fence. Multiple wooden 
stakes through the body. Body mutilation - 


by the savage students. No breasts. Drive- 
In Academy Award nomination for Rebecca 
Rigg, who played Norell. Four guys with 
shotguns pointing at her demand that she 
go down into the cave or they will kill her. 
She replies, ‘Is it very dirty?’ Four stars.” 

Robert Chapman of Thomaston, 
Maine: “It also starred Sean Garlick and 
Rebecca Rigg.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, Califor- 
nia: “Leonard Maltin’s book says it’s avail- 
able on video, but I’ve never stumbled across 
it, and I do a lot of stumbling, if you know 
what I mean and I think you do. Anyhow, if 
Harriet can’t find it anywhere else, and 
really wants a copy, I'll be happy to make 
her one so long as she reimburses me for 
expenses (blank tape, postage, packing 
materials).” 

Also answering correctly were 
Michael H. Akin of Portsmouth, Virginia; 
Chuck Anderson of Arlington, Texas; 
Roger Barron of Salem, Wisconsin;Jamie 
Beais of Columbus, Ohio; Mark W. 
Bellamy of Columbus, Ohio; Raisin 
Blowme of Buffalo; Brett Bouet of 
Escondido, California; T. Champ Clark of 
Mesa, Arizona;J.K. Jordan of Lewistown, 
Pennsylvania; Quinn Lacey of San Diego; 
Dave Lebec of Pittsburgh; John 
MecTernan of Flower Mound, Texas;Bryan 
F. Moose of Columbia, South Carolina; 


Mike Newman of Aloha, Oregon;Monroe 
Pastermack of Oakland, California; Jen- 
nifer A. Ross of Arlington, Texas; John 
Ruggiero of Brighton, Massachusetts; 
Frank R. Salmeri of Half Moon Bay, Cali- 
fornia; Jonathan Scherer of Midlothian, 
Texas; Mark Thompson of Athens, Geor- 
gia; David Tresch of Katy, Texas; Sean 
Whitley of Dallas; and Tom Wilson of 
Columbus, Ohio. 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. : 
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$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


JOE BOB'S 


classifieds 





Video Sales 


Celebrity skin videos! Your favorite ac- 
tresses in their rarest, barest movies! Free - 
catalog! Celebrity Skin Video, 1483 N. Mt. 
Juliet Rd., #142, Mt. Juliet, TN 37122. 


Catalogs 


Drive-in movie rentals by mail! Almost 
2,000 rare, out-of-print and hard-to-find 
horror, exploitation and B movies available 
to inexpensively rent to anywhere in the 
U.S. If your local video store carries it, we 
don’t want it! Plus, acomplete line of books, 
magazines, videos, posters, T-shirts and 
more! For complete information, our rental 
film review guide and our latest merchan- 
dise listing, send $3 to: Video Wasteland, 
214 Fair St., Berea, OH 44017. 
e 

Awesome catalog—movie related stuff! 
Send two 32 cent stamps to: Timmy 
Destructo, Box 342, East Lansing, M1 48823. 


Wanted 


Find this flick! Clues: color, aliens crash 
in woods, recurring character with the name 
of West ... Peter West. Patrick Gillespie, 
149 G St., South Boston, MA 02127. 

@ 
Research/collector wants on video: 
Storyville (1974), VCII release directed by 
J. Weis; A Time to Die (1988); Tarnished 
Angels (1955); Betrayed Women (1955); 
Mysterious Crossing (1936); other rare films 
made in Louisiana. L. Dore, P.O. Box 935, 
Abbeville, LA 70510 or call 318-893-8642. 
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